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e ‘T love your jolly college songs, &bﬁ‘
ﬁ@ An Owl, my dear, is a funny bird— But four young Crickets, college chaps, Your voices ) sublime. - _ ﬁod

Oﬁ It stays 1 fisht 1 Soon met his weary eye. Just come right in, and I am sure 0
Y gy el i elton) The four were gay and lively, so Wolll hasa = dandy tima.! |

Q When decent folk should be abed They started in to guy. ] 6
) And breathing deep and long. They all struck up a noisy song, ; The four young Tools could not gee throrz=h QQQ'.
Z QQ‘ ; And played all sorts of games; B The wise Owl's old device, NS
BQQ. And yet I know so many folk They rattled pebbles on his door For hardly were they inthe house Q ,

o Who breathe the midnight air, andicalieds by fny natios, When he smiled, 'They tasted nice.!” g .

0 're bad as : i “Come, be good lads and let me sleep,”’ ; _

b S U.dd Tl st sl e \ Th'e ﬂpwgl cried from within; ¥ But first he said; "My dear young lads, /_?02
6}‘.(-13 : Is: neither here xor there, At which t.hey G&”Gl‘l him Blaapy Poke L You chould have learned to see EQ
QQJJ | And ralsed @ bigger din, The difference 'twixt honeat words /

p 3 0 | ] 45 ) h new c {3 ) - | L :
i ﬂ\;‘ wn‘nm } hew watiderod home But then the Owl, In honeyed tones, And plainest flattery!!! 6

h . Guite late one summer morn; Orled outt ”My hoys, don‘t stir,. S Moo 0
7 His coat was soiled, his wings were tired, : I'll beg a thousand pardons, for @g
0{:}; / He looked, oh, so forlorn! I knew net who you_ware. . e Q
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